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DISCOVERY PHASE 


“What? You have a twin brother?” Michael explodes with questions. “Is he identical? Can 
we have a three way? Hopefully he has a bigger dick? Why haven’t you mentioned this 
before, say in the past few years? What’s he like?” 


“Christ, calm the fuck down man. Yes, we’re identical except for my drunken tattoo mistake. 
No, he would never agree to a three way, you’re not the first to ask. No, our dicks are both 
massive.” Michael laughs out loud. “I haven’t talked to Connor in years, when | was thrown 
out of Harvard Law and disowned by my family. I’m definitely the black sheep. He’s just this 
pretentious elitist snob who always thought he was better than me.” 


“This is amazing man, there’s someone out there walking around who looks just like you. 
Did you guys ever prank your teachers or parents, swap places? You went to Harvard?” 
Michael is on a tear, grabs his laptop and starts typing away like a mad man. 


“It’s that hard to believe | went to Harvard? | was only months away from graduating when | 
was caught dealing some crack and almost arrested. There was an overdose on campus 
and it was almost pinned on me. Thankfully dad had connections, the police were called but 
| was tossed out.” Painful memories come rushing back. “Not sure how much we look alike 
anymore. They say as twins age, they start looking different but last time | saw him, we were 
truly identical. We pranked everyone starting when we were five years old. | took and aced 
his ‘Federal Courts and the Federal System’ final for him because he was failing it.” 


Michael jumps on the sofa next to me with my brother’s Instagram account opened. “I’d say 
pretty identical. Damn, when did you last talk to him?” 


“Hmmm, three years ago when | ran into him at a concert. He told me dad died months after 
graduation. Can you imagine not being told your own father died years ago and no one 
bothered to call you? | thanked him for telling me, walked away and never looked back.” 
The pain and shame is still there. 


“Wow! He did that to you. What a fucker” 


“| blame him completely. He ruined my life. He was always jealous of me, my better grades 
and being mom and dad’s favorite. He turned our parents against me, told them that my 
dealing drugs was to blame for quite a few deaths on campus. It might have been but | 
don’t know, it’s hard to disprove a negative. That’s when | was totally disowned, cut off.” 


“Wow, such a prick bro. No wonder he’s a hot shot lawyer at Leavens, Johnson and 
Roberts. They’re cutthroat.” Michael shows me more pics of Connor at some dinner party 
for the firm. “That should be your life, he should be living in this dive.” 


| just laugh. “Thanks a lot but | think this is a decent place.” 


“Not like his new home.” Michael shows me a pic of his new home. “This should be your’s 
man, could be your’s.” 


“Yeah right, I’m doing okay.” 


“Sure, being a pot and cocaine dealing paralegal is a great career choice for a Harvard grad. 
You said you two would swap places. You got away with it?” 


“Well, yeah, look at us. In high school we would swap classes, dates, chores and jobs.” 
“Do it one last time.” 

| look at him weird. “What for?” 

“You could have his privileged life, job, and money.” He grins deviously at me. 

“You think | could just step into his life? What about him?” 

“If you overdosed today, who would know? Would he even care?” 


“So swap places and he would overdose as me. This might have worked years ago when 
we were sharing an apartment at Harvard, when we knew everything about each other but 
not now. He’s got a completely new life, job, coworkers and friends.” | look through his 
Instagram, thinking of how much I’m learning just from Instagram. Then | go to his 
harvard.edu and gmail accounts, enter his email address and old passwords and they open 
right up for me. “Damn, he’s still using his college emails.” 


Michael gets excited. “I could help too. It looks like he’s recently single. What if | start dating 
him? I’d be your ‘inside’ man feeding you information until you’re able to jump in.” 


“You’re not over me, are you? Just admit it, I’m impossible to get over.” | laugh at him. 
“You’re afraid I’ll find out he’s better in bed.” He shoots back laughing. 


“It would be interesting to see what his life is like. You’re his type—clean cut, muscular build 
but not a muscle freak and dimpled smile. He always goes for the preppy, pretty boy 
image.” 


“A haircut, some Polo gear and | already have an Audi. How much more preppy could | 
get?” 


I’m going through his gmail learning a ton. “He has an account on Grindr, ‘HotAttorney’. 
Something like ‘AudiPrep’ with your pic would grab his attention.” 


Michael gets on Grindr and creates a new ‘AudiPrep’ ID using pics of himself. While he’s 
doing that, I’m scanning tons of emails and learning so much. There’s old emails concerning 
his job interview, acceptance letter and benefits. The closing paperwork and blueprints for 
his new house are in a separate folder. There’s a folder for all his receipts—from his grocery 
delivery service to drying cleaning. He got his organizational skills from me for sure. His 
bookmarks have links for work email, bank accounts, 401 and his bills. 


“Michael, this is amazing man, he never changed his passwords for his email accounts. His 
life is all here, he’s extremely stupid. Not that | couldn’t reset them all knowing his secret 
questions.” 


Michael shoves his iPhone in my face and smiles. “Look who’s horny and chatting me up 
already. Also, don’t be upset but | unfriended you from all my social accounts in case he 
looks me up.” 


“Fuck, good thinking. This is amazing, he’s got to be horny and desperate.” Michael hits me 
hard on the shoulder. “Ouch, you fucker, that hurt.” 


“I’m going to meet him tonight, he wants to meet at a gay bar called Liberty. It must be 
close to him.” 


| google his home address and find Liberty about fifteen miles away. “Yep, it’s very close to 
him.” 


“I’m doing this for us. Just a little surveillance, plus | want to compare and contrast you and 
him.” 


This time | hit him in the shoulder. “That’s cheating, | thought we were monogamous?” 


“Oh please, we’re just fuck buddies. Remember that old country song ‘you caint call it 
cheatin, she reminds me of you.’ Is my defense Mr. Future Attorney.” He laughs. 


“Find out what you can, he’s a lightweight when it comes to drinking. He’s a giant Patriot 
fan, in love with Tom Brady. For some reason, having his ears licked in a huge turn on. Don’t 
go falling for him.” | go on for an hour, teaching Michael how to play my brother, until 
Michael runs home to shower and change. 


REPORTING IN 


“Where the fuck have you been?” | yell at Michael when he calls a day later. Not a text 
message or phone call since his date with my brother. 


“’m sorry but | really hooked him. We went back to his place, fucked all night, he took the 
day off and we spent it together in bed, then happy hour and dinner with a few of his 
friends. | didn’t want you calling and him seeing your ID and catching us, so | turned off my 
phone. I'll be over in a minute.” 


Michael arrives 30 minutes later, running in all excited. | have a beer in hand, ready for him. 
“So who’s better in bed?” Is my first question. 

“Oh, without a doubt, he is.” 

| punch him in the arm. “Oh you’re so in the dog house buddy.” 


Michael laughs. “The really weird thing—I had to keep mentally reminding myself he wasn’t 
you so | wouldn’t call out your name. What helped was his facial hair which he trims daily. 
He was so in control except when | sucked his ears, you were right about that.” 


“| told you, his ears are more sensitive than mine.” 


“He was so different than you. With all the information you fed me, we ‘clicked’ according to 
him. You should see his house, it’s amazing. Oh he’s quite the braggart for sure, going on 
about his house, his job, friends and cars. He’s very materialistic.” Michael opens his 
iPhone, plays videos and hands it to me. 


There are dozens of videos of Connor. | start with their first meeting at the bar, then driving 
home, him showing off the house, in bed, breakfast and saying goodbye. “Michael, we are 
so alike still, this is amazing. After studying his emails and now seeing this, | bet | could step 
into his life.” 


“Well, he wear glasses and | love his scruffy face. But in other ways, it’s amazing how alike 
you two are—little things like mannerisms, slang and how you both carry yourselves. The 
most challenging area for you would be his job. He’s their top attorney, expecting to make 
partner in the next six months when Roberts retires. His friends are just shallow party 
animals, you can easily handle them. His work buddy is Todd Ruddle, a fellow Harvard 
grad?” 


“Oh fuck, yeah, | remember him. Pretentious Todd, had the perfect girlfriend and was on the 
rowing and lacrosse teams. | never liked him but Connor thought he was great. Hmm, he 
ended up there too, interesting. So how do | take his place at work, learn about him?” 


“You've got to get into his office, soy on him somehow. But when? How?” 


“It would have to be after hours, too risky during the day.” | debate out loud. “First | need 
access to his house, that should be easier. You could steal a key for me.” 


“It’s in a gated community with security at the gates. When we pulled up, | heard him telling 
‘Tommy’ the Audi was with him and they waved me through. Inside the pantry from the 
garage is a security panel with a very complicated code— ‘12345’.” Michael laughs at it but 
it doesn’t surprise me at all. 


“I’m sure he has an RFI card for the office, to get in after hours.” 


“Probably in his wallet, we were awake most of the time, so | couldn’t risk snooping around 
his house and things.” 


Just then Michael’s phone dings with a text message from Connor about meeting up again. | 
hand him the phone to call him. 


“Hey, Connor. Thank you for last night and today man. | had an amazing time, best time in 
years.....ha ha, | noticed that too....l| could but | have to get some sleep tonight, | can’t miss 
work tomorrow....you can cook?... I'll bring the wine. See you tomorrow. Smooch.” Michael 
hangs up phone. 


“Got another date?” 


“Yes, and you’re coming with me. You’ll hide in the backseat, my windows are super tinted. 
You have some roofies right?” 


| get up and run to my ‘toy chest’ on my TV stand and dig out a few. “Yeah, all good here.” 


“Great, I’ll have dinner, dope him then we can dig into his work life?” 


HOMEWORK 


If ’m going to pull this off, I’ll need a lot more information on Connor. Michael will be able to 
provide a lot of personal information about his friends and home life. The tough part will be 
his work life which | know very little about. To dig even deeper, | hire Advantage Unlimited 
Investigations, Inc. to tail my brother for a few weeks. A former client used them spy on their 
husband and | was impressed with the quality of the work. He agrees to follow Connor for 
three weeks providing a complete report on his life. | don’t use my name, use Stealth-pay to 
transfer $10,000 to him anonymously and provide a bogus email address to report back to. 


We use to know everything about each other. He was always jealous of me, my better 
grades and being mom and dad’s favorite. | was always more popular, outgoing, athletic and 
smarter. | helped him get through Harvard Law School. Then at the finish line, he saw an 
opportunity to ruin my life. He knew | was dealing drugs and was alway borrowing money 
from me since our allowance was so minimum from dad. | strongly suspect he turned me 
into the dean but | can’t prove it. He did turn our parents against me, | overheard him telling 
them that my dealing drugs was to blame for quite a few deaths on campus. It might have 
been but | don’t know, it’s hard to disprove a negative. That’s when | was totally disowned, 
cut off. 


He told me to move out and | did. | packed everything in my old BMW and moved in with 
Tim, my boyfriend/dealer at the time. | tried calling and emailing him a few times but never 
got a response. He got what he wanted—the one and only, favorite son status. 


| got a job as a paralegal in downtown Boston. | told them | was just shy of graduating due 
to financial hardship, and was going back to finish in the future. It got to the point that | was 
doing an attorney’s job at paralegal wages. | handled everything from simple DUIs to 
corporate law. Connor and | both wanted to be corporate lawyers, focused on Fortune 100 
companies and tech firms. Connor is living our dreams. | was fired 16 months later for not 
finishing my degree—| couldn’t | was expelled. It was great hands on experience though, so 
no hard feelings. 


After Boston, | used the ID of a deceased corporate Lawyer and impersonated him for a few 
years in Philadelphia. That’s how | met Eddie, he’s a wiz at identity theft and forged 
documents. When he moved to New York, he spotted someone who could be ‘my twin’ in 
court one day, | knew Connor was there. So in reality, | have almost as much experience as 
a corporate attorney as Connor. 


| followed Eddie and disappeared into New York, after questions were being raised by the 
IRS. I’ve been living off some savings and dealing drugs. | couldn’t take another law related 
job here due to my brother being near by. Connor has been with Leavens, Johnson and 
Robert right out of Harvard. They only hire top Harvard grads for associates. 


The more | dwell on the past and how he ruined my life, the more determined | am to steal 
his life. Michael has been dating him for over a month now. Thanks to him, | Know 90% of 


his personal life but I’m still foggy on his career. Michael has met some of his coworkers for 
happy hours but that won’t help with performing his job. 


Advance Unlimited Investigation provided a great summary of his life and manage to provide 
bios of a lot of his friends and coworkers, including the managing partners. AUI also 
provided hundreds of pics of him which are a wealth of information. They labeled the pics 
with names and reference bios for everyone. They also had pics of him taken at his gym, 
noting no tattoos or other body features. Connor has acquired quite an expensive fashion 
sense since college. Most of his suits are Armani, Tom Ford or Brioni and he favors three 
piece suits most days. 





AUI also provided details on where he shops, where he drinks, has his hair cut, who handles 
his cleaning and dry cleaning, where he eats and what he eats. | know his doctor, stock 
broker, optometrist, dentist and housekeeper. It’s a very complete summary of Connor’s life. 


The shocking part is my brother’s income of roughly $600,000 per year and that doesn’t in 
bonuses, perks like his golf club membership and Titanium Amex card for his expenses. No 
wonder he’s dressing like a model while I’ve got maybe 4 suits to my name. He built his 
home five years ago, owes a few million on it but has enough to pay it off today if he wanted 
to. On top of that, his investment account is a few million through JP Morgan. | was always 
better with money than Connor. If he hadn’t gotten me tossed from Harvard, I’d probably 
would have been partner a year ago and double in the bank. 


GAINING ACCESS 


Connor has been dating Michael for a few weeks now. I’m worried he’s falling for my brother 
but he assures me he’s only playing a game and that he could never fall for him. Still, he’s 
there every night it seems and we haven’t fucked since he met Connor. Michael has figured 
out a way to get me into his home to check things out and possibly even access to his 
office. 


I’m crouching in the back seat of Michael’s Audi when we pull up to the security gate. | hear 
Connor giving ‘Tony’ permission to allow Michael in. When we pull up, the garage door is 
open revealing a BMW X7 and a Porsche 911 Turbo. Michael pulls up behind the BMW. | 
stay down but | see my brother for the first time in years when he walks through the garage 
and embraces Michael with a long kiss. They enter the house but the garage door remains 
open. | look around and see that the driveway is concealed by some very tall thick pine trees 
that would block anyone’s view. Checking to make sure the coast is clear, | make a dash 
into the garage and hide in the back behind the air conditioner and water heater. A few 
minutes later the door from the pantry opens up and | hear Michael and Connor talking. 


“Sorry, | thought you knew | was joking when | said | could cook. You’ll love Papa Joe’s, the 
best Italian in all of New York.” Connor jokes and Porsche beeps alive. 


From my hiding spot | see them get into the 911, pull out and the garage door closes. That 
was nerve racking and too close for me. | stay still for a minute then slowly sneak out and 
head into the house. | see the security panel Michael mentioned but it’s red and not 
beeping, so it’s not armed. | text Michael that I’m actually in the house and to text me when 
they’re leaving the restaurant. He only replies with ‘k’. 


The pantry leads to a gourmet kitchen that Connor should be cooking Michael dinner in. 
That opens up to a great room with large modern sectional sofas, fireplace and huge TV. Off 
to one side of the fireplace is his home office, and on the other side of the kitchen is a 
formal dining room. On the mantel there are pics of him with mom and dad but not a single 
pic of us together. One pic is actually of me with mom that’s he’s probably passing off as 
himself. 


In his office | take a seat and make myself home at his desk. It’s good to see we’re still both 
Mac fans as his iMac wakes up with no security on it. | click on his bank account and it 
autofills his name and password. Connor is doing very well for himself, with a balance of 
$100,000 just in his checking account. His briefcase is sitting on a side chair, it contains a 
laptop, portfolio and folders. The portfolio holds cases he’s working on. Inside one pocket of 
his portfolio is a ‘Leavens, Johnson and Roberts’ ID card—access to his office. | tuck it in 
my pocket. 


| decide to not get too carried away digging until he’s back and knocked out. | put 
everything back as | found it, then head upstairs to check out the bedroom. The master 
bedroom is right at the top of the stairs. It’s huge with a king bed, fireplace and TV. It 
overlooks a pool, patio, fireplace and woods. It’s all very private. The bathroom is white 


marble with huge multi-headed shower, oversized tub in the center and football field of 
counter space. It’s all very modern and boring, but high quality. 


A door leads from the bathroom in the master closet that lights up as soon as | enter. 
There’s rows of suits, shirts, ties and shoes. There’s also a 3 panel mirror and white leather 
Chaise lounge. Like his grocery service, he’s definitely got a cleaning service. Back in the 
bedroom on a chair is a navy suit he probably wore today since it looks like it was just 
tossed there haphazardly. | grab the suit coat and pull it on, checking for fit. Inside is a 
Brioni label with his name stitched below it. The fit is perfect as | wear it around the upstairs 
checking out all the other bedrooms. Back in his bedroom | rummage through the drawers 
in his nightstand finding condoms, lubes, and kinky toys like a vibrator, handcuffs and ball 
gag. My phone dings with ‘heading back’ from Michael. | remove the suit coat, toss it back 
on the chair and hide in a spare bedroom. 


20 minutes later | hear footsteps and voices getting closer and quietly wait. An hour later my 
phone dings with ‘He’s out cold’. | walk into the bedroom a minute later and Michael jumps 
in fright. 


“Jesus, that was fast, where were you?” 


“Next door in the spare bedroom just waiting.” | walk over to Connor. “Hey bro, long time no 
see. How ya been? He’s not saying much?” 


“Well, we drank a bottle of wine at Papa Joe’s, shouldn’t have been driving, then we got 
home and | slipped two of your date rape pills into his wine down stairs. He wasn’t worried 
about drinking, something about going in late tomorrow anyway.” 


“He’ll be out for 8 hours easily. One would have been enough.” | keep staring at him, then 
take out my phone and start snapping pics of him, capturing his hair cut to use later. | then 
pull down the blanket and check his body. “This is weird, | haven’t seen him in 8 years.” 


| walk over to his clothes now on top the suit, dig out his wallet from his pants and start 
going through it. It has all the usual—black Amex, another work ID card, drivers license, 
debit card, health insurance, $500 in cash and some of his business cards. In his front 
pocket are his keys and iPhone. His iPhone’s facial recognition opens up for me. His phone 
contains his entire work and personal life. There’s tons of emails and texts messages. 


“?’m going to need access to all this—work computer and iPhone. Think Eddy can help?” | 
ask Michael. 


“Oh my god! | didn’t think of that.” Michael grabs his phone and calls Eddy. “Hey, need a 
favor quick, like tonight....copy a phone?... Yeah, clone it, perfect...402 South Market..... 
dude, Cole will be there in an hour... understood.” He hangs up. 


“What did Eddy say?” | ask. 


“Easy to do, just need the phone you want cloned, it won’t be detectable to the other phone 
user, $2000 and an hour. He does it all the time.” 


“This is getting real, really fast. You okay here while | go?” 
“Sure, he’s not going to wake up.” He tosses me his keys. 


“?’m taking the Porsche man.” | grab Connor’s keys, wallet and phone and head to meet 
Eddy. 


The Porsche is amazing to drive. | make great timing, only taking 30 minutes to get there. 
Eddy is a pro, getting me in and out in an hour. He takes great care of me but it costs close 
to $9000. The iPhone clone was $2500 because | need to have the same model Connor has. 
The rest was for miniature wifi cameras for his home and office. He also tossed in a 
keystroke tracker for his computers that’ll give me access to every password he uses. 


| decide to stop by his office and see if | can get inside. The building is 20 stories with it’s 
own private parking and security. The gate opens up and | easily find the main entrance 
from the garage. | grab Connor’s leather jacket and baseball cap from the back seat and pull 
them on. Security buzzes me in and has me sign the log book. ‘My’ work ID card operates 
the elevator and takes me up to the 16th floor. The place is dim but navigable. It takes me a 
while to find his office at the far end of the building, furtherest away from the elevators but 
close to the partners. 


His office is huge with a great view, it’s own sofa and seating area, conference table and 
huge desk with a few displays. In one corner is a small bathroom and next to that is a closet 
containing a few suits and golf gear. | make myself comfortable at the desk, searching 
through drawers and files. On the ceiling near the window is a speaker screen that’s a 
perfect spot for one of Eddy’s video cams. | do the same for all of the partner’s offices and 
conference room to have control over all the daily information. 


I’m back ‘home’ by 1:30am. Tony at the guard station greets me with a “late one Mr. 
Matthews .” 


“Yeah had to run to the office for an emergency Tony.” | loved assuming Connor’s identity 
and engaging him. 


Michael come running into the garage when he hears me pulling in. “Took you long enough, 
| was getting nervous.” 


“Relax, check this out.” | open my new iPhone and hit the ‘Vid’ cam app, showing him pics 
from inside Connor’s office. 


“That’s his office?” 


“Yep, live when | want or if there’s motion in the office. Its amazing technology that’ll save it 
all on a cloud account for me to study. Eddy is really cutting edge with technology. With this 
new phone, I’ll hear all his calls and see text messages as they happen. | can even take 
control of the call if | want. | show him the thumb drive with the keystroke tracker. The rest 
of the night is spent installing the video cams and the tracker. | put them in his bathroom, 
closet, bedroom, office, kitchen and living room. It should give me a front row seat to my 
future life. 


The next morning, as I’m watching Connor wake up next to Michael, I’m hiding in Michael’s 
trunk waiting for him to leave. | watch Connor get up, take a leak and wake up Michael. 
Everything seems to be working. I’m even seeing Leavens in his office already at 7am. When 
we’re a few miles away, Michael lets me out of the trunk and we head for breakfast to 
celebrate. 


RESEARCH 


Michael is seeing Connor almost every night, learning about his personal life and feeding it 
back to me via videos and secretly recorded chats with him and his friends. I’m buried under 
reams of files, summaries, reports, emails and text message. My iCloud is jammed with 
videos from each video cam | placed. | see Connor getting up, showering, dressing and 
arriving in the office. If he’s in his office, I’m listening and seeing his phone calls and 
meetings. The partners all help to paint the picture that Connor is their choice for 
partnership when Roberts retires. The only part I’m missing are court appearances but most 
business law issues are handled outside of court. 


He has a reputation for knowing how to take an issue right to the limit but not break the law. 
Connor also is known for his research, though some of the credit goes to his team of 
paralegals and secretaries. | have never practiced law under my own name. Connor 
practices every speech beforehand in his home office the night before. | watch, study and 
practice myself until I’m his’ equal. 


The cloned phone was worth every penny. Every chat and text is helping me steal his life. 
He talks to mom every Sunday night, filling her in on his life and vice versa. He tells her 
about Michael and his friends’ antics at bars. They’ve all been up to our family cabin on 
Lake Loquebay. She fills him in on ‘Jerry’, her boyfriend. I’m sure | could fool her as Connor. 


Thanks to the keystroke tracker, | can log into any of Connor’s social media or bank 
accounts now. Late at night | jump on FaceBook to chat up friends, or check his bank 
accounts to get balances. Receipts are invaluable too, showing where he shops, gets his 
hair cut or who does his cleaning and when. 


I’ve also been following his grooming habits. When he gets a haircut with Colette, | take pics 
and get the same haircut the next day. His stubble is a constant fixture of his identity so | 
purchase and use the same trimmer as he does. I’ve always worn contact lenses while 
Connor never liked them. He has quite the collection that | duplicate. My tattoo is 
completely gone thanks to laser treatments. Michael doesn’t know that but it’s on purpose. 
If he doesn’t know it, | could possibly test myself as Connor with him. 


Months of studying every aspect of Connor’s life fly by. | feel | could jump in easily and 
replace him any day but | need real practice but how do | practice someone's life while 
they’re still in it? Maybe there’s a way to use Michael to get him out of the way for some 
practice. | want to go into his office to test myself, interact with people there or maybe meet 
up with his friends Woody, David, Greg and Wayne. | feel like | know them so well. 


One thing | can tell, is that Connor is getting very attached to Michael but Michael is tiring of 
Connor. Connor is the type of guy that falls in love quickly, always has been. Michael is more 
like me—a ‘it’s just sex’ type of guy. 


SHOWTIME 


My opportunity to play Connor happens when he buys a ticket to fly home to Chicago to 
see mom. The morning of the flight, Michael drives him to work then will return at lunch to 
take him to the airport. He doesn’t want to use vacation time so he makes up a lie. Mid 
morning, he calls Sherri, his secretary into his office and tells her that he’s not feeling well. 
He tells her he’s leaving early and if he’s not in tomorrow, to clear his schedule. He then calls 
Michael to pick him up at the Starbucks nearby. This is the opportunity I’ve been waiting for 
— Connor away till Sunday night. 


Michael has his iPhone on bluetooth the entire time he’s driving Connor to the airport. 
Connor jumps in and starts changing out of his suit. There’s all this commotion, shuffling of 
things and talking. 


“Babe, you’re naked, what if we get pulled over? Why not just change at the airport?” 
Michael asks. 


“Then crumble up the suit in my luggage for the next three days? It’s bespoke Garrison, one 
of my favorites.” Connor explains. 


“Oh yeah, | wasn’t thinking that. Don’t blame you.” There’s more shuffling. 


“So here are my keys, work ID and watch. If you could, just take everything back to my 
place, hang it in the closet for me.” 


“Put everything in the console. You’re not wearing your Rolex?” Michael orders him. 


“Nah, it was dad’s and it would only bring back sad memories for mom if she saw it. Just lay 
it on my bedroom dresser. Don’t leave it in your car, it means too much to me.” Of course he 
ended up with dad’s Rolex. 


“Oh, I’m sorry, didn’t Know that. Sure, no problem. Your briefcase?” Michael probes 
knowing I’m listening to the entire exchange. 


“Nah, you can leave it in here for when you pick me up or toss it in my home office.” 


“You look great” Michael notes and | hear kissing or something physical. This is followed by 
the car doors opening and closing. “Have a great trip, I'll see you Sunday night.” 


“I love you.” Connor says then the back door closes and | hear engine noise as Michael 
pulls away. 


“Did you hear all that?” Michael asks. 


“Aweee, he loves you. It was perfect, this is perfect. I’ve already blocked some of his 
incoming/outgoing calls, at least for today while he’s traveling. Where you at?” | anxiously 
ask. 


“lm ten minutes away, hang tight.” 
Michael pulls up on time, | jump in and kiss him. “Hey babe, miss me?” 
“Ha, didn’t | just dropped you off ten minutes ago.” 


| look in back seat and see Connor’s timeless glen plaid suit, shirt and tie hanging on the 
hook. His shoes and briefcase are on the floor. “Check this out.” | hold up my hand to show 
off my ring. 


“That’s your Harvard class ring?” 


“Exactly, it’s identical to what he has on except with my name engraved inside it. | was 
digging through my jewelry box and found it.” | start stripping out of my jeans. 


“I’m getting to like having naked men in my car.” Michael snickers. 


“This is perfect. Take me home so | can grab my BMW and get back to work before 
everyone leaves.” | pull on his socks, pants, shirt then tediously tie my tie using the sun visor 
mirror. | wiggle into his still moist shoes. From the cup holder | slip on my Rolex, put keys 
and ID in my front pocket. “How do | look ‘babe’?” 


“Spitting image, it’s amazing. Ahhh glasses?” 


“Oh yeah.” | pull out the duplicate pair that ‘my’ optometrist provided without question, toss 
out my contacts and put on the glasses.” 


“Wow, now you’re perfect Connor.” Michael smiles deviously. “You’re heading back to work? 
Isn’t that risky?” 


“Not at all. Robert has his weekly staff meeting at 3pm, it'll go an hour or so. I'll hang in his 
office and take phone calls till 5 or 6, then we can do happy hour, maybe with Woody and 
David, then dinner?” | pull on the vest, then suit coat and tuck in my imposter wallet just as 
we’re pulling up to security. | say ‘imposter’ as that’s what Eddy called it. It has a fake 
driver’s license that Eddy swears could pass a scan or swipe. There are duplicate Amex and 
debit cards but they’re tied to different accounts. 


“Hey Seth.” Michael greets the guard. 
“Oh hey Mr. Matthew, you finally got a chauffeur?” Seth sees me and jokes. 
| put my arm around Michael and joke back. “Yeah, he might work out, who knows?” 


The gate goes up and we’re waved through. Michael pulls up to the front door. | jump out of 
the passenger seat, grab my briefcase from the back, then head over to Michael’s window. 
“Pll see you tonight?” 


“Sure babe, call me and let me know when you’re leaving work.” He leans out and | kiss him 
naturally. 


OFFICE TIME 


| run upstairs to Connor’s bedroom and check myself in the bathroom mirror. Now that | can 
stand up, | take off my suit coat, tuck in my shirt properly, adjust my pants and vest. From 
the counter | work his Cremo into my hair to give me his fuller, more upright style. | use his 
Braun beard trimmer to give me his perfect stubble. Some fussing with his tie gives me his 
same dimpled knot that helps it to pop from my vest. | pull back on my suit coat and stare in 
the mirror. My transformation into Connor is complete. 


Michael was right, | am almost the spitting image of my brother. ‘Almost’ because while | 
was having my tattoo removed, | had the ‘Tat Place’ make multiple copies of a temporary 
tattoo that matches the ‘Don’t Tread on Me’ snake | got in Boston. | stare in the mirror, smile 
and now I’m the spitting image of my brother. 


| double check my appearance, grab my briefcase and head 
to the garage. | want to drive the 911 to the office but know 
he only drives it on Fridays so | take the BMW. | pull into my 
reserved spot about 2:00, plenty of time for Robert’s 
meeting. With my work ID clipped to my suit coat, | waltz 
into the lobby and elevator, knowing | belong. As the 
elevator doors are closing, someone jumps in at the last 
moment. It’s Todd Ruddle our old classmate from Harvard. 


“Can’t be late for Robert’s meeting.” He comments in a 
friendly tone. 


“Exactly Todd, still some things | need to clean up.” | 
channel Connor’s professional attitude. 





“Happy hour later?” 
“Sure come get me when you’re leaving.” 


“Sure thing buddy.” The elevator door dings open, Todd taps me on the shoulder and | 
follow him out. A completely normal chat with my coworker. 


It’s surreal strolling through the busy office, making my way to ‘my’ office with people 
acknowledging me as Connor. | walk into my office, place my briefcase on the desk, hang 
up my suit coat, pick up his drink from earlier and grab the Primus contract he’s been 
working on for weeks. 


| sit down at my brother’s desk and get situated with my drink and contract. | glance down 
at my outfit, feeling empowered in Connor’s elegant custom suit, lapel vest, perfectly 
knotted tie, Rolex and class ring visible. No one would think | wasn’t the same person who 
was sitting in this spot just a few hours ago. I’m Connor Matthews and no one would doubt 
it. 


| log into his computer and continue his day. Sherri comes in to 
check on me. 


“Connor, how are you feeling? | thought you were leaving?” 
Picking up our discussion from before lunch. 


| was ready for this. “Hmm, | picked up some antacid, popped 
some aspirin and got some fresh air. I’ll make it the rest of the 
day.” | study her face to see if she notices anything about me 

but she seems normal. 


“You really don’t have to stay, | can let you know if you miss 
anything in Robert’s meeting.” 


“Yeah, | Know but it’s just a few hours.” 





“Don’t be a hero.” She smiles and leaves me alone. 


My surveillance is paying huge dividends as | answer calls easily recognizing voices, interact 
with coworkers, handle issues and log into his email and files. I’m careful not to respond to 
anything that could leave a trail that | was actually here. 


A little before 3pm, | see people heading into the conference room, | grab my portfolio and 
head in. | Know exactly where to sit when Todd Ruddle taps on the chair next to him. I’m 
confident | can handle this meeting. I’ve been following his cases and clients for months, so 
I’m ready for anything. 


When Robert walks by me, he leans in and quietly says.”Glad to see you, hope you’re 
feeling better.” 


“ve popped some antacids and aspirin, seems to be working.” | respond remembering 
Connor mentioning his illness to Robert just before lunch. 


The meeting couldn’t have gone better for me. | was 
asked a few questions that | had answers for, offered a 
few opinions and took notes. It lasted over an hour then | 
head back to my office to finish the day. | can’t believe 
I’m sitting here as Connor, completely as ease, looking 
and feeling like | belong, fitting in and no one doubting 
my identity. At 5:30 Todd swings by my office and we 
head to happy hour. Michael joins us shortly after and we 
drink for a few hours. Michael advises me not to call my 
friends because they might bring up something when the 
real Connor is back. 


We have a great dinner at Club 122, a steakhouse Connor 
frequents then head back to my future home. Tony waves 
us through without question. Inside we strip, ravage each 
other and jump in bed. It’s been months since we had any * 





time together. Michael keeps calling me Connor and | don’t object, in fact | encourage it. | 
make certain that he sees my fake tattoo. 


| fuck him and he screams out ‘Connor’ then we collapse. “You just called me Connor during 
sex, should | be worried?” 


“Ha, I’ve been trying for months not to mess up and call him Cole. There’s no comparison. 
He’s very dom, in control and demanding. Sometimes | wonder if he has a heart even.” He 
rolls on top of me and is hard again. 


“?ve missed our hookups.” 
We make out until Michael’s iPhone rings and he stops to grab it. “Shhh, It’s you.” 
He puts it on speaker and | lie there quietly. “Hey babe, how was your trip?” 


“Great but I’m exhausted. | just got home from dinner with mom and her boyfriend. That 
takes some getting used to but they seem happy together.” 


“Think of what they must think, about you having a boyfriend.” Michael jokes with him. 
“True, very true. So you’re admitting you’re my boyfriend?” 
“Oh no, that was a slip of the tongue.” Michael teases with a laugh. 


“Like when my tongue slips on your cock?” Connor starts to get frisky with Michael, so | go 
down on his penis, looking up at him while he’s talking to my twin. 


“Oh fuck | miss you, I’m getting so hard. It’s like | could almost feel you sucking me off.” 
Michael moans as I’m sucking his cock. 


“| love your penis, you know that, fuck | wish | was there sucking it right now.” Connor 
moans on the phone. 


“You are babe, you are, oh fuck I’m so worked up, I’m about to cum....ohh fuckkkk” Michael 
starts ejaculating and I’m lapping it all up. 


“Damn | wish | were there. Show me.” Connor asks for FaceTime. | roll quietly off the bed 
out of sight, on the floor while Michael turns on the camera. “Wow you did make a mess.” 


“| told you | was horny.” 
“Are you at my place, in my bed?” Connor asks. 
“Yeah, | wanted to fall to sleep with your scent and it’s working.” Michael thinks fast. 


“Oh babe, | feel like coming home tonight just to clean up your mess. You look so tired, Ill 
let you go. Love ya babe.” 


“| love you too.” Michael hangs up the phone making sure everything is off. “That was so 
hot.” 


| jump back in back on top of him and imitate Connor exactly. “Oh babe, | feel like coming 
home tonight just to clean up your mess. You look so tired, I'll let you go. Love ya babe.” 


“Damn, you’re good. And earlier tonight with Todd and coworkers at happy hour, they didn’t 
have a clue.” 


“And nothing happened that would bare mentioning to Connor in the future. That’s why I’m 
going to spend some time in the office tomorrow.” 


“| don’t Know, that’s really risky. What if something happens like Leavens has a heart attack 
and you give him mouth to mouth, save his life and Connor comes back Monday a hero. 
Know what | mean? Oh, or you crash his BMW and end up in a coma? Anything could 
happen.” 


| lose myself in laughter. “Wow, you have quite the imagination but | get your point. He 
personally called a few clients and cancelled on them for tomorrow. If he doesn’t show up 
tomorrow morning, Sherri will clear the rest of his day. | was just thinking | could go in for 
part of the day, handle some issues, do lunch then take off sick? After months is studying 
his life, ’'m sure | can jump in and this is the perfect opportunity. It’s too good to pass up.” 


"That seems really risky man. I’d just hang out here, make yourself at home.” 


“Yeah, maybe you’re right.” | agree but not really. I’m not about to hide out here all day, not 
with all the effort | put in the last few months. Just knowing what | do, | want Connor’s life 
for my own. 


BACK TO WORK 


Michael is up early and out the door for a breakfast meeting. Left to myself, | keep debating 
how to maximize Connor’s away time. | definitely need more office time. The thought of 
assuming his identity, putting on one of his power suits and heading into his office, if only for 
a few hours, keeps spinning in my head. Sure something could happen but what are the 
chances? It’s an easy 20 minute drive to the office with secure parking. It’s a lawyer’s office, 
not a circus with tight rope acts. Connor will be tied up all weekend helping mommy clean 
up the family cabin. Knowing mom, they’re probably already up and on the road. It’s a four 
hour drive up north and if it’s like my last visit, there’ll be no cell reception. 


A question hits me about my cloned phone and | call Eddy. “Hey Cole, problems with the 
phone?” 


“No, it’s great but | have a question. | know | can track the original phone. It is possible to 
see the signal strength on it? Or kill the signal completely?” 


“Hmm, you can switch back and forth between the two displays, so you can see the signal 
strength that way. | know that if you have only one bar, especially on these new iPhones, 
you’re screwed, won’t be making or answering any calls. In your apps, you'll see ‘FLIP’.” 
Eddy explains and | try it. 


“Fuck, why didn’t you tell me this sooner? So cool.” 


“I did tell you. You should maybe try listening. So when you see the other phone’s face, it’s 
completely dead, will have no signal and you’re in control.” Eddy laughs at me. 


“I wish | would have known this months ago. Thanks so much Eddy.” 


| use the FLIP app and see he’s at 2 signal bars. His location is north of Chicago, so he is on 
the move like | thought he’d be. | use FLIP to disable his phone. I’m not wasting this 
opportunity to be Connor and if | am caught, what’s the worst they can do to me? | lay there 
some more and think back over the past 6 years. 


| jump out of bed and into the shower. Thanks to his body wash, shampoo and conditioner, 
my brother’s scents are now mine. His grooming habits are now mine—AOS deodorant, 
Cremo hair creme, toothpaste and mouthwash. 


Weeks ago, one of his outfits caught my eye. It was a very conservative navy pinstripe 3 
piece suit with a dark navy tie. It screamed ‘lawyer’ and looked great on him. It caught my 
attention from the moment he put it on. I’ve got to wear it myself. 


The suit is easy to find, and | notice the same pocket square is still in it, meaning he wore it 
and didn’t have it dry cleaned. It’s easy finding the same tie from his tie rack, since it’s the 
only rep tie like it. From his shoe wall, | find Connor’s black plain cap-tie dress shoes that he 
seems to wear all the time. 


In his drawer, | help myself to underwear, t-shirt and socks. 
The suit pants fit perfect. A white crisply starched dress shirt 
requires me to dig through his jewelry box for cufflinks and 
collar stays. | add the tie, making sure to form a perfect 
dimple then add the lapel vest which needs no adjustment, 
hugging my waist just right. | watch in the mirror as | pull on 
my suit coat, adjust my sleeves, then add my Rolex. Hot shot 
corporate lawyer Connor Matthews is ready for the office. | 
FaceTime Michael to show off. 


“You're going into the office?” He questions as his eyes bug 
out. “] remember that suit on him, he took me to ‘Alfred’s 
Victorian’ for the best steak | ever had. God, you look so 
much like him.” 





“Yes, | remember the same outfit so duplicated it for today. 
I’m only doing a half day, then maybe some shopping in 
midtown. I'll play it by ear. Don’t worry, I’ll be fine. Who would question who | am? Just look 
at me.” | smile back. 


“True, it’s freaky how much you look like him, good luck, not that you need it. Cya tonight.” 
“Maybe Connor will take you back to Alfred’s tonight.” | tease him. 
“Oh that would be great babe.” He treats me like Connor, even using ‘babe’. 


Since it’s Friday, the Porsche 911 is my ride. It really fits my image as a future partner. | pull 
into my spot, grab my briefcase and make a stop at Starbucks. They know me, and don’t 
even ask for my order. It’s not exactly what I’d get but it’s great being treated as Connor and 
seeing ‘my’ name scribbled on the cup. 


‘Connor’ beats everyone into the office and turns on the lights. Knowing that he was 
blowing off Friday, Connor worked his ass off to review the Prime Medusa contract for 
Monday’s meeting. In fact, his work load is up to speed with the only thing to do is handle 
new issues, emails and phone calls. With the FLIP app working, his phone calls are 
automatically transferred to my clone. 


I’m at work hours before anyone else, giving me time to explore the office. In the break 
room, | start the coffee maker, pour myself a cup and relax back in my office. Robert 
Leavens is the second person to arrive and before getting to his office he stops by mine to 
Chat. 


“Connor, when did you get in?” 


“Just a while ago, wanted to get a jump on these contracts and the Prime Medusa merger 
details.” 


“You’re doing great with Prime, Reynolds himself called James to let him Know personally. 
You feeling okay?” I’m aware of the phone call, | listened to it live a few days ago thanks to 
the video cams. 


“Thank you Mr. Leavens. I’m still not feeling 100% but | wanted to take care of some things 
for Monday, then probably skip out at lunch, go home and rest.” 


“That sounds like a plan Connor. And how many times must | tell you to call me Robert?” 


“Sorry Robert, will do.” I’ve heard him ask Connor a few times to call him Robert, and 
sometimes he does, and other times he doesn’t—just like I’m doing. | just smile at him and 
shake my head in typical Connor style. 


I’m in complete ‘Connor Mode’, sitting in his office, in his suit enjoying every minute of it. 
I’ve adopted Connor’s stiff proper posture, which commands respect from people coming 
into my office wanting advice or giving me updates on clients. Sherri is thrilled I’m feeling 
slightly better. Not one of them questions a thing | do or say. A nervous Ed Reynolds calls 
for an update and | put him at ease, letting him know he’s in good hands. It’s a busy but 
uneventful morning. 


‘LUNCH’ 


One of the things Connor didn’t cancel for today was a luncheon at the New York City Bar. 
He’s a member of the ‘Corporate Law Committee’ and they’re having a guest speaker. He 
RSVP’d a month ago, paid for it and marked it on his calendar but he cancelled with Mark 
Haddock via text yesterday. So there’s no trail, | call Mark, tell him some things changed and 
| will be making it and to save me a seat. He sounds really glad for the company. 


| close up my office and swear to Sherri I’ll get some rest this afternoon so I’m fine for a 
busy Monday. That’s far from the truth —I have an extremely busy day planned after lunch. 
Lunch is just a free lunch and another opportunity to play Connor. Using Connor’s 
Instagram, | was able to find many pics of Mark and him out drinking. There’s even pics of 
them drinking at Liberty, the gay bar Connor likes. Mark is not only very cute, but also gay 
and an attorney. 


Lunch was much more than | expected. | pull in, valet the 911 and walk in with my portfolio 
to take notes. Mark comes over to me immediately and greets me with a firm handshake. He 
asks how things are going with Michael, and talks about his relationship with Eric. Lunch 
was fine but halfway through the presentation, | feel Mark’s hand on my leg, heading up to 
my crotch. 


He moves a little closer so his hand can touch my penis. Luckily, we’re in the far back of the 
darkened hall so no one can see us. He whispers. “You have time for a ‘meeting’ after?” 


This doesn’t surprise me, Knowing that Connor was always more of a slut and has a fetish 
for doing risky things in public. “I’m booked solid after two.” 


“Good, let’s grab a private conference room upstairs after this. We’ll make it fast, you look 
so hot. I’ve always loved you in that suit. Did you wear it for me?” He whispers to me. 


“You know me too well Mark.” | smile at him. 


After the presentation | make small talk with the other members until Mark interrupts rudely. 
“Mr. Matthews , we still have that matter to discuss and | don’t want it dragging into next 
week. A minute in private?” 


| follow him into a private conference room the NYCB has for their members. He locks the 
door and we start making out. “Fuck me Connor, you look so hot in that suit.” | bend him 
over the table, yank down his pants and fuck him raw. It’s so hot fucking him, stepping in for 
Connor and taking over his kinky sex life. He starts climaxing as soon as | start erupting in 
him. He quietly moans. “Oh fuck Connor, you’re incredible today.” 


“So are you Mark.” | pull up his underwear and pants, then flip him over and start licking him 
clean. We help each other dress, make out a few more minutes then walk out to valet 
together. Now ‘that’ was a lunch I’ll remember. 


| didn’t lie to Mark about being booked all afternoon, | just didn’t tell him doing what. I’m 
going to thoroughly enjoy Saturday and most of Sunday as Connor, even with Michael. 
Michael is expecting to pick Connor up late Sunday night but ‘Connor’ is going to come 
back early Saturday and surprise his boyfriend. My afternoon is needed to set the stage for 
‘Connor’s’ return. 


My first stop is the Rimowa store for an aluminum roller suitcase, identical to what Connor 
took on vacation. | also need to do a little shopping for clothing similar to what Connor 
packed the night before and changed into on the way to the airport. It takes most of the 
afternoon to buy a duplicate of his tan Levis jacket, a pair of black Diesel skinny jeans and 
black Polo Chukka boots. 


It’s late in the afternoon and the 911 is crammed with all my purchases when | pull into my 
future home. | have just enough time to pack my suitcase with everything | need for 
Connor’s return tomorrow. I’ve texted Michael a few times as Connor, bitching about the 
cabin, the terrible cell service but promising a surprise for Saturday. Michael shows up and 
I’m still in my suit like | just got home from work. 


“Mind if | just call you Connor? You look just like him.” He comes over to me and kisses me 
passionately. 


“Not at all, I’m getting use to it. Since you’re dressed up and I’m still in my suit, let’s go 
someplace nice.” | like being called Connor. 


“Alfred’s Victorian! Your’ favorite restaurant and you’re dressed perfect for it.” 


We have a great dinner but it didn’t meet my new ‘lunch’ standard. The food was great, the 
staff loved me and service was incredible. Back home we jump in bed again and have sex 
multiple times. | make sure he sees my tattoo on my shoulder. | know he’ll be up early for 
work and that plays into my plan. As he’s laying in bed waking up, | steer the conversation. 


“Sucks to work Saturday mornings don’t it?” 


“It’s a job and | get Sundays and Mondays off. I’m used to it. You going to play Connor 
some more?” He takes the bait. 


“No, but | did have a blast working yesterday and | really needed the office time. Today | 
think I'll just hang here learning all | can about my future home. | went to a New York City 
Bar luncheon as him, then saw a doctor.” More bait. 


“Doctor?” Michael looks at me weird and cocks his head. 


“Oh yeah, forgot to tell you. A dermatologist to laser away my tattoo. It’ll take a few 
treatments over a few weeks but it’s easy. | can start it next week.” 


“It sounds like you’re hesitating. | thought you were going to have it done months ago?” 


“I’m not sure it’s necessary, | could just tell my new friends | got a tattoo while on vacation 
with you somewhere in the future.” 


“Sure, as long as you don’t sleep with anyone who knows you for a while?” 
“| have a boyfriend.” | smile at him. “Who’s sleeping with my brother.” 


“He’s hot, what can | say? I’ve got to run, see you later?” Michael jumps out of bed, dresses 
without a shower and heads home. 


“Definitely, a repeat of last night just to remind you of what you’re missing.” | promise him. 


THE RETURN 


As soon as Michael is out the door, my plan is set in motion. First, | check Connor’s cell to 
make sure he has no signal. Next, | call Michael as Connor. 


“Hey babe, you didn’t forget about the surprise | hope?” | use ‘babe’ and speak in Connor’s 
more proper tone. 


“Let me guess, you bought a satellite phone so we can cyber tonite?” 
“You're close.” | duplicate his more subtle short chuckle. 
“What, you’re such a tease, just tell me.” Michael demands. 


“| don’t need a satellite phone because I’m at the airport, catching an early flight back to 
New York. Can you pick me up?” 


“Oh my god, that’s fantastic! When do you get in?” 

“American Flight 1282, It looks like it’s on time, should land at 1:15.” | detail for him. 
“Pll be there, | can’t wait.” He answers excitedly. 

“Great, see you soon babe. We’re boarding, see you soon.” 


| hang up the phone and wait a few minutes for his call. | let the phone ring and go to 
voicemail, wait five minutes and call him back. 


“Cole, you have to clear out.” Michael yells in a panic. 

“What are you talking about?” 

“Connor is on his way back.” 

“When? Where is he? | thought he wasn’t getting back till tomorrow night?” 

“No, he’s getting on a plane right now, will be landing at 1pm and wants me to pick him up.” 


“Oh fuck, okay, let me think. Oh god I’m wearing his watch, his underwear, | haven’t even 
showered yet. | need a ride home but without anyone seeing me.” 


“Call an Uber, just get out, leave the watch and his keys on the kitchen counter. Where’s his 
briefcase, his suit?” 


“Ahhh, Okay, forget the shower, watch is on his dresser, briefcase is in the 911 | think.” | 
pause for a minute, pretending I’m thinking. “Yeah it’s there. Suit is hanging up in the closet 
along with shirt and tie.” 


“I’m going to cut out of work early, check his home to make sure there’s nothing we missed, 
then pick him up.” Michael worries about the details. 


“Sounds like a plan. I’m outta here. Call me when you have a chance.” | hang up with a grin. 


Everything is going to plan. To remove my fake tattoo, | use some rubbing alcohol. | took a 
shower earlier to have his scent on me. | didn’t gel my hair, knowing that it’s only a work 
look for Connor. | change into a typically Connor outfit I’ve seen over the past few months— 
black skinny jeans, a duplicate pair of black Chucka boots and gray henley shirt. My 
duplicate of his tan Levis jacket completes my identity. An Uber picks me up and takes me 
to the airport. 


| check the flight from Chicago and it’s taken off and is on 
time. I’m there early because I’m extremely nervous with this 
scheme. An hour later the flight lands and people start 
departing, ‘Connor’ texts Michael and find he’s outside at 
arrivals waiting for me. I’ve duplicated Connor’s outfit except 
for a different shirt. My hair is very casual with not a lot of 
product. My tattoo is gone. This will be a test of my 
impersonation skill. 


| find Michael’s Audi, knock on the rear door, toss my bag in 
the back seat then jump in the front. “Hey babe, I’ve missed 
you so much.” | kiss him passionately and he kisses me back. 


“What a great surprise. I’ve missed you so much.” He replies 
back then starts driving us home. “How was your trip?” 





“Oh god, no cell or wifi, sleeping on a 25 year old mattress, 

hearing ‘Jerry’ drone on and on about the war and the importance of family. As soon as | 
met him, | was ready to get back on the plane. We pulled the boat dock out, trimmed the 
trees and cleaned everything.” | start spewing all sorts of bullshit, Knowing he’s clueless 
about Connor’s family life. As we’re driving, he rubs my leg. 


“You're really tense Connor.” 


“Wait till you see how tense | really am.” | grab his leg, Knowing Connor does that with guys 
he dates. | notice ‘my’ Rolex and keys in the cup holder. | nonchalantly pick up the Rolex 
and slip it on, then tuck the keys into my jacket pocket. 


When we get home, | walk in like | own the place. | drop my bag and slowly kiss Michael. He 
kisses me back and starts leading me up to the bedroom. | toss my jacket on the stair 
railing, grab my luggage and let him take control. We strip quickly and Michael shoves me 
back on the bed. We make out and when he starts nibbling my ears, | moan just like Connor. 
Also like Connor, | take charge and fuck Michael raw. Even though I’m usually a bottom, it 
felt great being in charge and | enjoyed calling out ‘babe’ as | was climaxing—something 
Connor does every time. | duplicate everything Connor does and Michael is clueless to my 
real identity. 


Afterwards, we jump in the shower, wash each other and I’m sure he noticed | was tattoo 
free. I’m convinced I’ve fooled him completely. As we’re primping in the bathroom, another 


idea pops in my head. All ‘my’ friends are at Fire Island for the weekend, meaning no one is 
around. 


“Hey babe, let’s go out tonight. After being in the wilderness for days, | need some 
civilization. Let’s do Alfred’s then Backstreet. | really need a night out.” 


“That sounds like fun, sure. Can | borrow something to wear, so we don’t have to go back to 
my place?” 


“Sure, you don’t have to ask.” | kiss him. 


From my closet, | pull together a great Connor outfit—black 
double breasted suit, white silk dress shirt, and his Prada 
boots that I’ve always liked. He wore this exact outfit a month 
ago for a casual client dinner. | duplicate his appearance for 
tonight. Michael borrows a black dress shirt and ‘my’ 
cashmere sport coat. | head downstairs and make us each a 
martini before we head to dinner. 


I’m back at Alfred’s as the real Connor with my boyfriend. The 
waiter welcomes us back and doesn’t ask for our drink order. 
They just bring me a rum and coke, and Michael is provided 
an Ultra beer. When the waiter asks for our orders, | go with 
‘my’ usual Lasagna and Michael orders the same. As we’re 
sitting there, a guy in a white chef’s coat and hat comes out to 
our table. 





“Gentlemen, excuse my interruption. I’m David, the head chef 
here and since you’re both regulars, | was hoping to ask you a 
question.” 


We look at him queerly and | answer. “Sure, David, nice to meet you. How may we help 
you?” 


“| changed our blue cheese recipe and wanted to know what you thought? Sorry | forgot to 
ask last night.” 


‘? wasn’t there last night, that was Cole pretending to be Connor. Since I’m Connor, | 
pretend | don’t Know what he’s talking about. | look at him confused while Michael looks 
scared. 


“Last night?” | question. 
“Yeah, one of you had the new blue cheese on your salad right?” 
“I Know it wasn’t me, | wasn’t here, Michael were you maybe?” | throw it to Michael. 


“Ah no, | wasn’t either but everything here is always excellent.” Michael is getting a twisted 
look on his face. 


“Oh I’m sorry guys, | could have sworn you were here last night?” David leaves shaking his 
head. “Enjoy your meal.” 


| was going to joke about the confusion but then come back with a typical negative Connor 
comment. “Wow, gotta wonder what he’s smoking back there. This place is going downhill.” 


BACKSTREET 


After dinner we head to Backstreet, a dance club in the ghetto, to go dancing. We’re early 
so we grab some drinks and relax next to the empty dance floor. As it starts filling up, | feel a 
hand on my shoulder and turn around. It’s Mark Haddock, my lunch date from yesterday, 
and his boyfriend Eric. 


“Hey guys!” Michael and | turn around and greet them. 

“You're still with that guy?” Mark jokes and points at Michael. 

“No, he just won’t stop following me around. What am | suppose to do?” | smile at Michael. 
“Let him catch you.” Eric jumps in and stares at Michael. “You just get cuter and cuter.” 
“Nah, Connor gets my vote.” Mark smiles at me. 


We make small talk, soon the loud music starts playing, the dance floor fills and we’re 
dancing. Eric moves in on Michael as we’re dancing so | end up with Mark. When Mark 
takes off his shirt, | do the same. We’re working up a sweat so Mark drags me for a drink. 
We end up on the patio in a dark corner. 


“I really want to fuck you Connor.” Mark leans in and starts kissing me. “Lunch was 
awesome, we need to do that more often.” 


| feel his hard-on while making out. He’s grinding into me, taking charge. | can’t let this 
continue, last thing | need is Mark running into Connor and ruining my plan. I'll block Mark 
on the phone, but they could meet in court or lunch again. They seem to have a ‘friends 
with benefits’ thing going on. I’m not complaining but I’ve got to keep Mark and Connor 
separated until I’m in place. 


“Mark, | don’t want to lead you on but Michael and | are getting serious.” 
“Huh? So? | look forward to our suit sessions, thought you did too?” 
“| do but | want to make this work with Michael, and you have Eric.” 


“You know Eric is fine with us playing around, in fact he wants to have a three way, probably 
a four way, the way he’s focused on Michael.” 


“Maybe at some point. Let’s just dance and have fun.” | drag him back to the dance floor. 


When we get back to the floor, Michael is making out with Eric. It bothers me a little but 
Michael and | have been fuck buddies for years. | don’t expect this to change once | 
become Connor. We close Backstreet, then head out for breakfast and then home. We had a 
great time but are exhausted. | wake Michael up the next morning with a blowjob like I’ve 
seen Connor do a number of time. That wakes him up and we have morning sex. 
Afterwards, we lay in bed cuddling. 


“| don’t want to get up, let’s just stay in bed all day and do this.” Michael softly says. 
“Sorry, you can’t do that. You’ve got a busy day coming up.” | remind him. 
“What are you talking about, I’m off all day babe.” 


“You’ve got to pick Connor up at the airport in about 6 hours right?” | tell him waiting for his 
reaction. 


He flips over facing me and | smile wickedly. “What? No fucking way!” 


“Yes way, you’ve been played.” | laugh out loud but he comes in for a big kiss. “How did | 
do as Connor?” 


“| had no idea, neither did Mark or Eric I’m sure. I’d say you’re ready to be Connor.” 


“Hell, They were too busy with their tongues down our throats to notice. But that brings up a 
point. How do you feel about what we’re doing and the end results?” 


“Not quite sure what you mean?” 


“Meaning, we’ve been fuck buddies for years, we have some sort of connection. You’ve 
been dating Connor for months now and it seems serious. And then we had Eric and Mark 
last night, they want a four way even.” 


“Oh, don’t worry about Connor, if | haven’t fallen for you, there’s no way I'd fall for him. 
Pleaseee, give me some credit. I’m just having fun here. After what he did to you, and 
ruined your life, I’ll be glad when he’s out of the way for you. You definitely have the 
personality and did great last night as him. And you got the tattoo removed?” 


“Yes, weeks ago. | had a fake one on the other nights just to fake you out. Am | devious or 
what?” | boast. 


“You were fucking incredible, really. We should just take care of him tonight.” 


“No, | still need more time. | haven’t even met his friends. This plan is going great because | 
have the whole office bugged. But his friends worry me. | need more information on them, 
maybe spend time with them. Plus what are we going to do with a body in the middle of 
New York City? Just drop it in the Hudson to show up a few days later?” 


“Well, there’s Rich and Jeff’s wedding coming up next weekend. We could date rape him 
again and you could fill in.” 


“He’s Rich’s best man, there’s going to be a lot of attention on him, | don’t Know about 
that?” | play devil’s advocate. 


“The bachelor’s party for both of them is Friday night at the Happy Tap. | don’t think we 
could a switch until after the wedding, during the reception.” 


“Hmm, that’s right | did see the chats on the Facebook wedding page and his emails. That 
could be perfect, I’d be drunk at a wedding with his friends. Let’s do it during the reception.” 


“That'll work. I’ll get him drunk, drug him and get him back to the room.” Michael plans. 


“ve thought of another opportunity. You like nature right? You camping and canoeing, | 
know that.” 


“Yeah, haven’t in years. Why?” Michael asks. 


“Connor would spend weeks at the cabin. Loves canoeing, sex in the woods, drinking and 
smores around the fire. He use to take boyfriends there all the time. We could take care of 

him there—dump him in the lake or bury him in the woods. The cabin is one of three on the 
lake, you can barely see the other two, it’s very private with a powered gate.” 


“Okay, so when | pick him up, I'll talk to him about the cabin and get him to take me there 
for vacation for a week. I’ll push for right after the wedding. He’s been talking about getting 
away.” 


“Yeah, he has plenty of vacation time to use. Once he’s up there, he won’t have any cell 
signal. I’ll take over here, cancel his vacation. Then the following weekend, Ill meet you at 
the cabin. It’s the best way, don’t you think?” 


“It’s brilliant and fitting. What about your old life and apartment?” Michael questions. 


“lll show up once in a while, eventually move out and quietly disappear.” 


NEW FRIENDS 


Michael picks up Connor Sunday night and starts laying the groundwork for my final 
takeover of his life. Connor jumped at the chance of getting Michael to the cabin right after 
Rich and Jeff's wedding this coming weekend. My brother books them airline tickets to 
leave Sunday afternoon after the wedding on Saturday and return the following Sunday. 


The wedding is at the Plaza Hotel with 300 guests. Connor has a suite booked, and plans to 
party hard most of the weekend. | watched Connor pack for the wedding and the trip to the 
cabin —suit bag for his tuxedo, large suitcase and backpack for the cabin. Connor had no 
problem getting the week off, since he hadn’t taken any vacation time yet and his clients are 
under control. 


Michael, my clone iPhone and video cams keeps me abreast of every little detail of Connor’s 
life. Friday afternoon, Connor and Michael show up early to the hotel and check in. Michael 
text me, letting me know he’s hidden his room key and spare BMW key for me under the 
wiper of Connor’s BMW parked on the second level, spot 210 near the elevator. 


Michael is great keeping his phone on during the rehearsal dinner and bachelor party. 
Everyone thinks he’s just recording out of joy but it’s a constant feed sent directly to me. It’s 
like being there as Connor. | make it to the hotel Saturday as the wedding is starting at 
11am. The room key was right where he promised. 


The plan is to get Connor drunk and horny, then drag him back to the room to fuck. In the 
room, Michael will spike Connor’s drink, then I'll jump in for the rest of the night. The suite is 
on the 40th floor with an incredible view. It is huge with two bedrooms, a kitchen, bar and 
living room with fireplace. Connor shelled out $2200 for the two nights, something | would 
never do. | get there and text Michael that I’m in the spare bedroom closet waiting. 


A few hours later | barely hear noise of someone entering. There’s some giggling, then 
moaning. Thirty minutes later | hear Michael calling “Cole” and come out of the closet. 


“Hey, how did it go?” | ask. 
“Easy, he’s out of it completely, we’ll be lucky to make our flight at noon.” 


| run to the main bedroom and Connor is naked on the bed. “Perfect, tie him up while | get 
dressed.” 


Connor’s new Tom Ford tuxedo is laying on the chair. The entire wedding party spent 
thousands for custom matching tuxedos. | strip completely, hiding everything in the spare 
closet, then start dressing in Connor’s outfit. Michael gags him, ties his hand and feet 
together and blind fold him. He slips another pill in his mouth to keep him out for the rest of 
the night. 


| put on every item he had on. | start with his sheer socks, silk underwear and t-shirt. | step 
into his pants and Michael helps me with his tuxedo shirt, then suspenders. | step into his 


black pumps, then fumble with his bow tie for a few minutes 
before finally getting it right. In the mirror | pull on the jacket, 
adjust the sleeves and bow tie then add his Tag watch to finish 
my look. | feel his iPhone, keys and wallet in my pockets. His 
designer glasses completes my identity. | help Michael drag him 
into the closet, then slip another roofie into his mouth just for 
added safety. 


As we’re leaving the hotel suite, | stop in front of the entryway 
mirror and double check myself. “How do | look babe?” | turn to 
Michael. 


“Hmm, great but one last thing.” He comes up to me and fusses 
with my hair. “Now you’re perfect. This will be great, we’re 
sitting with all your friends Connor and they all have place cards 
with their names in case you forget any of their names.” 





“That won’t be an issue, I’m ready. | want to hear about Woody’s puppy and talk to Greg 
about his new BMW and maybe drive it.” 


“Yeah, you’re Connor alright.” 


“Who else would | be, what are you talking about?” | smile to myself one last time in the 
mirror. 


We are only gone for 30 minutes, hardly anyone noticed our disappearance except David 
who gave us a knowing look. | just give him a wink to let him know we had some fun. My 
new friends were much easier to handle than my coworkers. | played them like a 
Stratovarius, jumping into jokes, and engaging in discussions easily. Everyone saw me drink 
a lot but it wasn’t alcoholic. The bartender gave me non-alcoholic beer and wine. Still, | had 
a great time with my friends, dancing, laughing and chatting up everyone as a drunken fool. 


Tomorrow at breakfast when Connor can’t remember a thing, everyone will comment about 
how drunk he was, providing me cover. He’ll see pics of himself passed out on the table top 
at 11pm. Knowing Connor like | do, | maintained his impeccable appearance— keeping my 
bow tie perfect and jacket on the entire night. 


We get back to the room about midnight and check on Connor first thing. He’s still out, 
hasn’t moved an inch but | still pop another pill in his mouth. | change out of his tuxedo and 
toss everything on the chair, and dress in my own clothes. We dump him back in bed, untie 
him leaving ropes to show the wild night they had after the wedding. | take a chance and 
sleep on the floor in the spare bedroom closet, instead of driving home. Both the bedroom 
and closet doors are closed tight. 


SUNDAY 


| slept like a baby on my make shift bed, only waking up when Michael texts me with ‘Just 
parked at the airport, long term parking spot see pic’. | look at the phone and it’s already 
11am? | pull on my leather jacket, baseball cap and sunglasses and leave the hotel via the 
freight elevator and garage. A few blocks away | catch an Uber to the airport to pick up my 
new BMW. Connor left his suit bag with his tuxedo on the back seat. | pull into my garage 
about 1pm. This is the beginning of my new life. 


| waltz in, toss my jacket on the sofa and look around. In my home office is my work 
briefcase for Monday. | take a seat and try tracking Connor’s phone but can’t— it’s probably 
in ‘airplane mode’ since he’s in the air. Their flight took off and is on schedule. By 8pm 
tonight, he’ll be out of cell phone range but | turn on the FLIP app immediately to take all his 
calls. l’m now Connor Matthews for the rest of my life. 


Upstairs, | strip out of ‘my’ Cole’s clothes, fill the massive bath tub and take an hour long 
soak. My head is spinning with what’s happening. I’m really at ease now—| don’t have to 
worry about anything. | start my new job tomorrow, | have new friends to hang out with, I’m 
free to have a three way with Mark and Eric, | can shop for anything | want, | don’t have to 
worry about putting too many noticeable miles on my Porsche. 


| follow my usual grooming procedure then head to my closet. | noticed when he was 
packing for the cabin, he took only his old jeans, shorts, boots, shirts, hoodies and a few 
other items. He’s in his butch ‘lumberjack mode’ this week, which is perfect for me. His, no, 
my regular clothes are all here for me. | slip into a pair of his skinny jeans, a blue dotted 
casual shirt he’s worn before and my favorite Chelsea boots. The feeling of transforming 
myself is incredible. In my jewelry box | see he didn’t take my Rolex to the woods. That is 
needed for work tomorrow, it’s all | ever wear. For today, | slip on another Tag watch of mine. 
| can’t wait to get back my class ring and other Tag watch he took with him. 


In my home office | find my spare debit card | keep in my drawer. | replace my fake debit 
with the real one. | check on his phone and it’s off airplane mode and they’re moving 
towards Lake Noquebay, WI. Once they’re north of Milwaukee, the phones will be basically 
useless. | call up Woody for the next part of my plan. 


“Hey Connor, wasn’t expecting to hear from you for a while. How are you feeling, you looked 
like death warmed over at breakfast.” 


“Not good Woody, |’m feeling okay after a long bath a minute ago. We had to cancel the 
vacation, Michael’s grandfather passed away. We were just pulling into the airport when his 
dad called. | dropped him off at his parents place and came home.” 


“Oh I’m so sorry, tell him both David and | are thinking of him. Is there anything we can 
do?” 


“No, | guess it was expected, he had cancer and everyone knew he didn’t have long.” | 
make up the sob story on the fly. 


“Well, | Know how you were looking forward to your first vacation with him.” 


“We’ll reschedule, maybe then you guys can join us?” | laugh knowing it’s a joke between 
them. 


“Oh yes, we’d love to. We love bears.” He responds sarcastically. 
“You’re thinking of a different type of ‘bears’.” | laugh with him. 


“Hey, SO since you’re around, meet us for dinner, we’re just thinking the Liberty then karaoke 
later.” 


“Sure, that sounds good, 7pm?” 
“Perfect, see you then.” 


| log on my work computer, cancel my vacation for the week, then start rescheduling all my 
events. | email Leaven and Sherri that I’ll be at work because of Michael’s grandfather. 
Leaven responds back ‘Good, you’re my partner for Thursday.’ There’s a golf outing that | 
was schedule for because I’m one of the better players in the firm. | know I’m a much better 
golfer than Connor. This is great—I get to play Quaker Ridge golf course which I’ve wanted 
to do forever. |’ll also get to use my brother’s expensive gear and clubs that don’t seem to 
help him much. 


It’s still early for dinner so | take my ‘baby’ as | call my 911, out for a spin. My Oakley 
sunglasses laying on the front passenger seat come in handy for a sunny day. | stop for gas, 
using my debit card, then find a place to hand wash it for me. It’s amazing flying around in 
this car being my hotshot brother. 


| end up near my office and decide to drop in. I’m the only car in our designated parking lot 
so there’s no chance of running into anyone. Just walking in to my office and taking a seat is 
empowering. | log into my PC and check files for the week. | send out emails to some of my 
paralegals, taking back assignments | had designated in my absence. It’s great not having 
to worry about being discovered as a fraud. 


In my closet, | check out my golf gear for Thursday. There’s tons of Under Armour and Nike 
clothing to choose from. | try on every golf outfit, checking myself out. There’s a great set of 
Callaway golf clubs with worn gloves in the bag. Next to the bag is a putting cup to play 
with. | take the cup to my office, grab a club, put on my gloves and practice. | adjust my 
‘package’ loving my new life, thinking of Thursday. There’s also a few suits, shirts and ties in 
the closet that | check out and try on. I’m like a kid on Christmas morning, trying on my 
various outfits while learning every detail of my office. 


| look at my watch and realize I’ve been here for hours and it’s time to get to the Liberty. But 
before | leave, | sit at my desk and call mom, like | do every Sunday night about this time. 


“Hey baby.” She answers the phone sweetly. 


“Hi mom, how are you and Jerry doing?” 


“Oh great dear, we did the Youston flea market today and | found the perfect cookie plate. 
How was the wedding?” She’s so happy talking to her good son. 


“?’m so happy, | know you’ve been looking for one for a while. Send me a pic and make sure 
it’s full next time | visit.” She giggles at my joke. “The wedding was great, I’ll send you some 
pics. Jeff and Rich were so happy, like you and your cookie plate.” | know how to be 
Connor, better than Connor. 


“Connor baby, I’ve got to run, we’re heading to the movies and Jerry is waiting for me.” 


“Oh okay, say hi to him for me. Love ya.” | hang up the phone and take great satisfaction in 
fooling her. I’m now her favorite son, her only son I’m sure. As | promised, | send her pics 
from the wedding. Connor never even bothered telling her about his trip with Michael, 
probably so she wouldn’t go there to check on them. 


I’m at the Liberty early, thanks to the 911 and not even speeding. Woody and David show up 
late and join me. | have drinks and appetizers waiting for them thanks to old receipts in my 
checking account. For months now, I’ve been listening to their conversations, reading text 
message and emails. It’s just too easy to be Connor with them, handling every chat 
perfectly. We eat then head to the bar area for karaoke, I’m home by 11 and crash after a 
long weekend. 


FUTURE PARTNER 


‘My future starts today’ | think to myself as I’m lying in bed starting to wake. It’s early for 
Connor but not for me. | jump out of bed feeling great about the day. Connor’s morning 
routine is now all mine. It’s great using my razor and toothbrush. He’s been wearing Polo 
Cologne since college and now it’s my new scent. A dab of Cremo hair creme goes a long 
way and reminds me It’s time for a haircut too, I’ll call Colette and schedule it for this week. 


‘1 need a great suit for today but one I’ve worn before. 
Something that’s typically Connor Matthews.’ | think to 
myself. | scroll through the suits with my hand, when one 
jumps out at me—a light gray, glen plaid three piece suit that 
| wore the first time | impersonated him. It’s one of his 
favorites that look great on him and will on me. | paired it 
with a red-navy rep tie and white pocket square. | pull on my 
underwear and socks, step into the pants. For the shirt, it’s a 
spread collar with monogramed cuff. | step into a 
conservative pair of black, clunky wingtips. | pop my collar, 
add my tie, pop it down and pull on the lapel vest then suit 
coat. From my jewelry box, | snap on my father’s Rolex that | 
inherited when he passed away a few months after my 
graduation. | select a pair of his horn rim glasses to 
complete my identity. 





My appearance is flawless—the knot of my tie, my hair, my suit and my style. | tug at my 
cufflinks, run my hand through my hair, grin at myself, then soften it to Connor’s typical 
smile. From this moment on, I’m only Connor Matthews and no one will doubt it 


Connor normally has a K-cup once downstairs, checks out his personal email and news on 
his home computer. | look over Facebook, see some pics from the wedding, add mine and 
make a few light hearted comment. All his habits and routines are now mine. 


The BMW needs a cleaning | notice as | approach it, take off my suit coat and hang it on the 
hanger | have in the back seat. ‘Robert’ is already there based on his parking spot and I'll be 
the second person in the office. | confidently stroll in with my briefcase in one hand and 
Starbucks in the other. My first stop is Robert’s office to say good morning. 


He’s deep in thought as | approach and knock on the door frame. He gives me a big smile 
when he sees me. “Come in Connor, have a seat.” 


“You beat me in Robert.” | comment, take a seat and make myself comfortable. 
“A lot going on, I’m glad your plans changed.” 


“Oh?” 


“Yeah, so Betsy scheduled a doctor’s appointment for me Friday and I’m suppose to take 
Vetterlein for lunch to review the contract. | need you to handle it for me, you’re up to speed 
on the case more than anyone else, even myself | bet.” 


“Sure, not a problem.” | respond energetically. 


“lll have Tina move it to your calendar. Sorry to hear about your boyfriend’s grandfather and 
your vacation?” He says to console me. 


“Thank you, Michael’s grandfather passed away just as we were getting to the airport. We'll 
reschedule, life happens right?” Using one of his phrases. 


“I’m rubbing off on you. And you’re my partner for Thursday.” He jokes with me like he’s 
known me for years. “Change here and I’ll drive us to Quaker Ridge.” 


“That works for me Robert.” 


| stand up, grab my briefcase and coffee and head into my office. A quick check in my 
bathroom mirror shows a confident, cocky Connor Matthews looking back. My week quickly 
fills back up after my vacation plans fell through. My two paralegals come in for our normal 
staff meeting, we review the issues, | give them assignments and continue meeting with a 
few clients. Late in the day Mark Haddock calls. 


“Hey sexy, what are you up to?” He asks with a really sexy voice. 
“Just finishing up some issues here. You?” 
“ve missed you. How about happy hour?” 


“Sure that could work, where?” A new benefit of Connor’s life, having the freedom to handle 
his fuck buddy. 


“Murphy’s” 
“Cya then.” 


I’ve heard of Murphy’s but had never been there. It’s very high end, a lot of stockbrokers and 
lawyers hang out there. The BMW’s GPS takes me there with no problem. Mark accosts me 
as soon as | walk in. He hands me a beer and we clink bottles. 


“Dude, you should be on the cover of GQ.” He says to me. 


“You should be the one to talk.” He’s in a blue window pane suit looking very sexy. “I could 
eat you but not here.” 


“Eric’s not home, he’s in Philly till tomorrow night. Come with me.” We chug our beer and | 
follow him out. The valet brings around Mark’s Lexus and we jump in. As he’s driving us to 
his place, I’m rubbing his leg, teasing his cock. I’m so horned up being with Connor’s, | 
mean ‘my’ fuck buddy. 


“How far do we got to go?” | ask him. 


“Hmmm, you know about 20 minutes.” 


Slight slip up for Connor. “Good.” At the next light | open his belt, pull down his zipper and 
underwear and start licking his penis. 


“Oh fuck Connor, you’re horny.” 
“Damn right | am.” | mumble with my mouth full of his cock. 


We pull into the parking garage of anew modern condo complex. | wipe my mouth while 
he’s zippering up his pants and fixing his shirt. The elevator ride up to the 35th floor seemed 
to take forever, we were so anxious. The clothes start flying as soon as we enter their place. 
He drags me back to the bedroom and | toss him on the bed knowing he’s more of a sub. | 
fuck him, he fucks me and we’re exhausted but continue to make out. My brother has 
excellent taste in men. We jump in the shower and scrub each other while making out more. 
We’re drying each other off, then he starts fixing my hair for me even. 


“You know, we should be boyfriends.” 
“Oh really? Why is that?” | question. “Don’t you have a boyfriend?” 


“Everything lines up, we’re the same size right? Look at us.” He stands next to me and 
physically we look identical except for my blue eyes, brown hair and his brown eyes, jet 
black hair. 


“So?” | question him. 


He walks out to the bedroom, grabs my underwear and slips them on. Then he grabs my 
pants and pulls them up. “We could share wardrobes. With your suits and my suits, we’d 
rule New York fashion.” 


“Ha! | never thought of that.” | laugh then grab his underwear, socks and start dressing in 
them. It’s erotic putting on his clothes. | look over and he’s got my shirt on and stepping into 
my shoes. “My shoes fit?” 


“Perfect fit. Size 11 right? We’re going to dinner now. | know a great place.” 


We finish dressing in each other’s clothes. He’s staring at himself in the mirror adjusting 
everything when | walk in, in his suit. 


“This is fucking hot, | feel like another man.” Mark says to me then hands me his watch. 
“Give me your's.” 


“Please be careful with this, it was my father’s, it means a lot to me.” | carefully hand it to 
him. It’s a lie for me, but the truth for Connor. I’m buying myself a new Rolex when | make 
partner. 


“! really love this suit, it does fit perfectly and | love the preppy tie. Mind if | wear this 
tomorrow? I’ll get it dry cleaned and you can wear mine.” 


“Sure, | love this too, only our names are in them, and look at your sleeve.” 


“Oh nice detail, | need more shirts with monograms. So I’m now Connor S? Matthews ” He 
questions my middle initial. 


“There is only one Connor Stephen Matthews”, | say ironically, thinking by Sunday it’ll be 
true. 


Mark drives us back to Murphy’s where we have dinner, more drinks and talk shop till 11m. 
We don’t stay late as | have a breakfast meeting with a client first thing and like to review my 
notes prior to It. 


TUESDAY 


| spend the night with Mark. It felt so amazing fooling him. | snuck out very early, made it 
back to my house with time to get to work just after Robert. It was almost a repeat of 
yesterday. My first meeting was at Vestage Capital to discuss their acquisition of Paradyne, 
a competitor. It’s something I’ve been working on for months and in favor of. It gets a little 
rough with Paradyne’s CEO but some quick thinking based on my early work gave me the 
perfect solution. They were very pleased with the results. 


Five minutes after returning to the office and hanging up my coat, Todd Ruddle reminds me 
of lunch, and that we’re still on since I’m in town. We head across the street to Main Street 
Cafe. It’s one of my regular places, where | always get a rueben sandwich and beer 
according to receipts I’ve studied. Todd confesses that he’s certain I’ll make partner first but 
| downplay it, saying he’s got a great shot. 


After only one day on the job, it feels like I’ve been here for years. Late in the day, Mark calls 
me, inviting me to dinner with him and Eric at their place tomorrow night. He didn’t give 
details but he says to bring a toothbrush. 


| call Colette for a haircut and she manages to get me in at 6:30 tonight. Again my receipts 
provide her address which is only a few blocks away. | work late then walk to the Salon. Just 
like everyone else, she knows I’m Connor. We talk politics, our boyfriends and what we’re 
doing this weekend. | walk out of the Salon with Connor’s usual haircut, trimmed eyebrows 
and a manicure. 


Instead of gong straight home, a grab a bite and continue working in my office till 99m. As 
I’m wrapping up the day, my iPhone dings with a text message from Michael. 


Michael: | have ability to text, haven’t told Connor. | plan to drug him Friday night at dinner, 
tie him up and wait for you. Do not try calling, just text me. Things are great, this place is 
desolate, doesn’t appear that anyone is around. Houses around the lake are dark. 


Me: Good, keep him happy and occupied. Work is great, fitting in without issue. 3 way with 
Mark and Eric tomorrow. We should divide and conquer - you take Eric, | get Mark. 


Michael: Deal. Eric is so my type. I’m so over Connor, no offense. 


Me: None taken. 


THREE WAY 


Being a corporate attorney is not for everyone. It involves handling the details for 
acquisitions, mergers, takeovers, incorporations and governance—a lot of fine print to worry 
about. It’s all Leavens, Johnson and Roberts focuses on. | have 30 major clients, almost 
double what Todd is handling but it’s my doing—|I asked for them. If there is a problem, others 
come to me for a solution and sometimes | take over the project and add a client. My reputation is 
well Know as an aggressive thief but it endears me to the partners. Another day as Connor flies by. 
I’ve slipped into his life easily. 


| head straight to Mark and Eric’s after work. When they open the door, I’m standing there with a 
toothbrush, in my mouth. They both greet me with a passionate deep kiss. Dinner is just Pizza 
from a place nearby. Dessert is a tangled mass of arms, legs and penises going at it half the night. 
From the beginning it’s obvious Mark is into me, and Eric is missing Michael. When we’re finished, 
Eric leaves to sleep in their spare bedroom. Mark and | are up the rest of the night talking about 
ourselves, our dreams and how many things we have in common. The sex was great but the 
conversation was even better. We just ‘click’ in every way. 


Mark commented “There’s something different about you, you’ve left your guard down for me ever 
since our lunch.” 


“How long have we been playing around?” | ask him only because | don’t know. 


“The moment | walked into the Compak deposition and you beat up my client.” He laughs but I’m 
learning more. “I thought you were gay but when | saw you with Greg and Wayne, | knew it.” 


“But you had a ring on your finger.” 


“Yes, we have matching rings but we were never legally married.” Mark crawls back on top and 
starts kissing me. “Eric is not my soulmate, we both realize it but we care for each other too. I’ve 
known him since high school.” 


“I didn’t know that but now that | do.” | grab the back of his head and ravage his mouth with my 
tongue. There is a deeper connection here that'll I’ll pursue once Connor is out of the way. 


GOLF OUTTING 


| don’t make it home and end up borrowing one of Mark’s suits for the office. Robert beats 
me in and | stop by his office to find out more about the golf outing. 


“Morning Robert.” | greet him. 


“Oh, Connor, | beat you in again. Thought | had some competition, guess not.” He smiles at 
me. “You’re bringing your ‘A’ game today, right? We’ve got to show up Harris and Jensen. 
Got that?” 


“Understood, | won’t let you down.” 


“You never do. We’ve got to leave here in a hour so get changed and do some stretches to 
psych them out.” 


| forgot about that annoying warm up habit of my brother’s. From the first time dad took us 
golfing when we were 10, Connor would warm up using the clubs like batons. He taught 
them to me but | thought it was silly but the last time we played with dad, he still did them. 
They were for good luck he’d joke but | always beat him. 
Ill have to do the same today. 


In my office, | head to the closet and start pulling together 
an outfit. | strip out of Mark’s suit and go with an all Polo 
outfit—blue pants, light blue polo shirt, a ribbed v-neck 
sweater since its going to be cold today and mesh cap to 
keep my head warm. On a lower shelf are a number of golf 
shoes to pick from, so | keep with my Polo theme and slip 
on matching socks and sneakers. For the golf course, 
there’s a nice pair of Jordan Spieths that | tuck in my golf 
bag. As | add a sleeve of balls to my bag, | come across a 
Tag Heuer golf watch nestled in the corner. | slip off my 
Rolex, replace it with the Tag and tuck the Rolex back on 
the shelf. 


| roll my bag out of the closet then head into the bathroom 
to check my appearance. | smooth my pants, carefully tuck 
my polo shirt and adjust my sweater. The watch looks 
complicated to use but looks great on my wrist. | look like a 
professional with all this gear. With my ‘Connor’ haircut and all his gear, it’s another aspect 
of his life l’ve adopted. 





As I’m double checking my golf bag, Sherri pops her head in. 
“Don’t forget Connor, let the partners win.” She giggles. 


“Not gonna happen.” | smile at her wickedly. 


Robert pops his head in and greets me. “You ready son?” 


“All set here, let’s go kick some butts.” I’ve studied and adopted my brother’s ‘kick some 
butts’ slang along with others I’ll use as needed. 


“You should join Quaker Ridge so you don’t have to drag your gear all over the place. When 
was the last time you played another course” 


“l’m too cheap, you know that. | did play Ferry Point a few weeks ago.” | love Connor’s 
Instagram posts. 


“All the partners are members.” Sherri whispers in my ear as Robert is heading out of my 
office. 


When we arrive at the club, the valet greets me by name and handles all my gear. It’s no 
wonder this place is ranked one of the best private courses in New York and has a $300,000 
membership fee. It is amazing with inside and outside pools, tennis courts, 5 star restaurant 
and sports bar. Other than the partners, I’m the only other person from the firm. | just follow 
Robert’s lead into the locker room. He changes completely while | slip into my Spieth shoes 
and head out behind him. | act as though I’ve been here before. 


Robert and | easily won the tournament but that was easy, all our competition was older 
hackers. We won a small trophy which Robert insisted | keep to remember this day. At lunch 
the club’s manager comes over to table where I’m having drinks with all the partners. He 
comes directly over to me. 


“Mr. Matthews, congratulations.” He hands me a Quaker Ridge folder with my name 
engraved into it. 


“Wow, the trophy was more than enough but thank you.” | accept the folder and open it up. 
It contains a key, a few cards and what looks like a contract. “What is this?” 


“Your membership Connor.” Robert jumps in. “Membership and locker key.” 
“My membership? But | didn’t join.” 
“Every partner needs to be a member here.” Marvin jumps in. 


“And we know you’re too tight to pay for a membership, even if you’re going to be making 
much more money in a few weeks.” John Roberts jumps in. 


“What? Really?” 
“Yes of course.” Robert jumps up, pulls me up and shakes my hand. “Congratulations Son.” 


James and Marvin jump up and welcome me into the firm. The waitress brings champagne 
over to the table and they get her to take pics of us. 


“Oh my god! Thank you so much, | don’t know what to say.” Somehow | missed this on the 
video cams. They must have discussed this privately during their weekly dinners. 


“Just say yes. Oh one last thing, from now on, you'll let all senior partners win at golf.” 


“l’ll have to decline this then, I’m not letting anyone beat me.” | laugh and give them a sly 
grin. 


Robert drives me back to the office, drops me off and reminds me about handling the lunch 
and contract review with Vetterlein for him tomorrow. It’s on my schedule then I’m flying to 
Chicago in the afternoon. In the office, | change out of my golf gear and back into a suit. | 
place my golf trophy on a shelf with some of my other items. | just made partner at the age 
of 29, it’s a great achievement. | work till 69m then head to the Shamrock Bar in the lobby 
for dinner. As I’m heading to the bar, | notice ‘my' dry cleaner and decide to stop in. | 
noticed receipts from this place and there might be some things for me. I’m glad | did, there 
were a few Suits, shirts, ties and even some laundry, so much that | had to run them to the 
BMW. While I’m eating, I’m texting Michael about plan for the weekend. I’m flying to 
Chicago tomorrow after lunch, stopping in my old neighborhood for some supplies for 
taking care of Connor, and getting to the cabin late at night. Michale promises to have him 
‘under control’, meaning drugged and tied up. 


FRIDAY 


I’m up at 5am, reliving the past week as Connor in my head. His life was easier than | 
imagine. Months of studying him has paid off as no one questions my identity. I’m firmly in 
place as Connor. Making partner yesterday was unbelievable for me. It was totally deserved 
| think to myself. 


For work, | go with a very conservative dark navy pinstripe suit that | picked up at the dry 
cleaner. For tie it’s got to be deep red with a tiny polkadot pattern. It’s just so empowering to 
be putting it on and being Connor for another day. This suit defines me as him. 


I’m in the office early prepping for the day, reviewing the Vetterlein contract for the 5th time 
in months. Connor had reviewed it weeks ago, added some comments and sent back to 
Robert. It looks like a lot of Connor’s recommendations were incorporated into it and all the 
basics look correct. I’ve heard Robert and Connor talk to Vetterlein, and | have heard them 
discuss this between them. Because of all this studying, lunch was really easy. Vetterlein 
signed the contract as soon as | reviewed it, we order steak and celebrated with 12 yr old 
scotch. | head to my old home after lunch, change into some old jeans and head to the 
airport to catch my flight to Chicago. 


LAKE NOQUEBAY 


| fly as myself, Cole Matthews because | don’t want to risk getting caught with fake ID. My 
flight to Chicago was uneventful but the drive seemed a lot longer than | remembered it. | 
stop in my old neighborhood and have no issue scoring Fentanyl and Pentothal before 
heading north. It’s almost 10pm when | get there. Michael has the gate open, waiting for me 
as | pull up the cabin. Cabin is what we call it, but it’s not primitive at all, it’s a large modern 
‘A’ Frame with a long dock, huge fire pit and lots of privacy. | get out and close the gates so 
we’re not interrupted. 


Michael greets me with a huge hug and kiss as | get out of the car. 
“So are things here?” | ask. 


“Come in, see for yourself.” We walk in and he leads me to the back bedroom where Connor 
is passed out on bed. 


“How long as he been out?” 


“About three hours. At dinner | drugged his beer with a few roofies. When he started to get 
dopey, | walked him back to spare bedroom and laid him down. | was just about to look for 
rope to tie him up when | heard you pulling in. It’s so quiet up here, | think | heard you 
coming ten miles away.” 


“Ha, yeah, there’s nothing around for miles. Let’s tie him up good.” | head over to him, slap 
his face a little and start stripping him. “l want my clothes back.” 


| strip out of my clothes completely and place everything 
on the bench. | walk over to Connor and pull off his boots, 
then socks. It takes some effort to pull down his pants or 
remove his sweater then flannel shirt. When | pull off his 
underwear, | immediately pull them on myself. In reverse 
order | pull on ‘my’ tank top, jeans, shirt, sweater, socks 
then boots. Michael comes in with some rope just as | 
finish up. 


“Damn, you’re fast Connor.” Michael jokes. 


“ve been looking forward to this for months, and after this 
past week, even more for today.” 


| snap on my Tag watch and bands taken from my double, 
then put on his glasses. “There’s a few things | need from 
him, then once | have them, | have Fentanyl to put him to 
sleep permanently. We’ll take him for a ride on the boat. | 
know exactly where the lake is 100 feet deep.” 





“Good, let’s take care of this early. I’ve had enough nature to last a while. Maybe we can get 
back early? You’re not that good of company.” Michael snickers. 


“Hey, that was the old me, I’m anew man now. Is there anything to eat around here. Besides 
| was thinking a fire would be a great way to get rid of evidence.” | grab some rope and flip 
Connor over and start tying his hands while Michael handles his feet. | totally missed his 
class ring while | was stripping him. | take off my ring and replace it with the proper item. 


“You look the same to me. Yeah, you never finished your dinner. You can warm it up in the 
microwave but let me get you another drink, that last beer really hit you hard.” 


We head back to the kitchen where dinner is still sitting out. Michael grabs the plate of roast 
chicken, and pops it in the microwave then empties the glass of tainted beer. We finish the 
day with a fire out back and sex in the lounge chair. 


FINAL DAY 


We sleep in Saturday morning. | grab what | had on last night and head into the kitchen to 
find something to eat. There’s grunting and noise for help coming from the bedroom. 
Michael comes up behind me and hugs me. 


“My brother is up ‘babe’.” | smile at Michael. 


“Yeah, he doesn’t sound happy. Let’s have some fun with him. Follow my lead. I'll go in 
first.” He suggests. 


| hang outside the bedroom while Michael walks in and leaves the door open. 
“Good morning, you’re awake.” Michael greets him cheerfully. 

“Untie me! What the fuck is going on? Where are my clothes?” Connor screams. 
“Who are you?” Michael calmly asks. 

“What the fuck do you mean? I’m fucking Connor, your boyfriend, untie me now!” 


That’s my cue, | walk in. “Babe, what’s going on?” | walk over to Michael and give hima 
kiss. Connor’s eyes bug out in total shock. 


“Cole? What the fuck?” 
“He thinks he’s you? But I’d Know my boyfriend anywhere.” Michael continues kissing me. 


“Babe, why don’t you start breakfast and I'll handle this imposter. I’m starving after last 
night.” Michael leaves the room, | grab an old chair, sit down near Connor and push my 
glasses up my nose. 


“Hey bro, long time no see.” | cheerfully greet him. 

“| should have known it was you, you fucking psychopath.” He screams. 

“Is that a way to greet yourself? After all these years?” 

“What the fuck are you up to Cole?” He demands. 

“Well, first off, I’m going by Connor from now on, so please, greet me accordingly.” 
“You could never be me. Whatever you’re planning, you won’t get away with it.” 


“Oh please, I’ve been ‘Connor’ all week long, it was easy. | handled Vetterlein for Robert 
yesterday, handled the Vestage contract, even coming up with a solution for both parties. | 
had a really nice three way with Mark and Eric Wednesday night. You’re more of a slut than | 
remembered. Colette cut my hair, eyebrows and even nails, she’s fun to talk to. Mom is fine, 
| spoke with her Sunday as usual. She’s thrilled, she found a great cookie plate. Look.” | 
show him pics of it. 


“So what’s your plan, rob me dry and disappear?” 


“Yeah, that’s part of it, also I’ll probably fuck up your life like you did mine. But | do have 
great news. | made partner! | was Robert’s partner at Quake Ridge and we won. At lunch 
they gave me a membership and said the official announcement would be made at our next 
quarterly company meeting.” 


“That’s MY promotion!” 


“Get use to it Cole, I’m Connor Matthews, future partner at Leavens, Johnson and Roberts. 
Who do | look like? Connor Matthews obviously. No one | met with this week doubted my 
identity.” 


“You'll slip up, you may still look like me but there’s only so much of my life you can bluff 
your way through.” 


“| look more like you than you do. | like this outfit, the cardigan sweater and these are 
definitely great boots. Anyone who’d see me would know I’m Connor Matthews.” | check 
the time on my Tag watch. 


“We always looked alike but you were insane, you’ll be caught.” Connor threatens. 


“Give me some credit bro. I’ve been studying your life for months now—listening to your 
calls, reading your texts and emails. Hell, I’ve been stepping into your life too. When you 
told Sherri you were sick but went to see mom, | was in your suit and back in the office a 
few hours later. | attended your last NYCB luncheon with Mark, then fucked him after in a 
private conference room. And the reason you didn’t remember much of Jeff and Rich’s 
wedding reception, that was me hanging with your friends. All the pics of you dancing, 
hanging with friends, hugging the grooms are me. | had a great time.” | boast. 


Things are starting to click in his head. He gets very quiet which is so typical when he’s 
pissed off and thinking. While he’s retreating into his mind, | grab a needle of Pentothal to 
start retrieving information. First | soak a rag with Chloroform and knock him out. He 
struggled for a minute, then | injected him with the Pentothal. While I’m waiting for him to 
wake up, | have some breakfast with Michael. 


Back in the room Connor is waking up, | slap his face a little. 
“Cole, wake up bro, come on.” 

“What did you do to me?” He groggily asks. 

“Just a little shot to calm you some. How are you feeling?” 
“Just tired.” 


“| need some help here and the sooner you help me, the sooner you get back to yout life. 
Understand?” 


“Yes,” He’s a little dazed looking. 


“Good, so just some simple things. What is the code for your garage door on the outside?” 
“34567” 

“Good, thank you. What is the code for the safe in your office?” 

“My birthday.” 

“Which is?” | push for exact format. 

“10181990” 


This is working out better than | hope. The Pentothal lasts for an hour and it’s obvious it’s 
wearing off when he becomes more aggressive. That’s fine because it only took an hour to 
pick his brain on issues | needed a little help with. He filled in personal information about his 
partners, coworker and friend for me. They were simple things like how he met them, what 
he thought and any funny things they share. 


“Bro, Thanks for your help. How about a little more Chloroform and something special | have 
for you.” | put the rag over his mouth again, knock him out, then grab the Fentanyl needle 
and inject him with enough to kill an elephant. | check for his pulse to make sure he’s gone. 
Michael and | wrap him up naked in an old tarp, tie it up, than drag to the boat that’s been 
pulled under the back porch for the winter. In the boat we tie cinder blocks to the package 
to keep it down forever. We drag the boat into the water, head out to the deepest part of the 
lake and roll him in. 


The sun is just coming up and we stay an hour, pretending we’re fishing. Looking around the 
lake, I’m certain no one else is near the lake. There’s no lights on in the few other cabins 
around the lake. 


We head back, take a shower, dress and head out shopping, then to the Rusty Nail lunch. 
For dinner | start a huge fire out back, throw a few potatoes in to bake, and toss steaks on 
the grill. We sit there talking and drinking for hours. We agree to divide and conquer Mark 
and Eric. | go back into the cabin and start gathering all the evidence. Anything burnable like 
the ropes, rags, my fake wallet, phone SIM card, and plastic bottles burn in the fire. My old 
‘Cole’ class ring is tossed far out into Lake Noquebay. 


| sleep like a baby after sex with Michael. We’re on the road by 6am, catch an earlier flight 
back to Chicago and I’m home by 4pm. 


PROGRESS 


It’s been months since | stepped into Connor’s life and it’s been incredible. I’m certain | was 
meant to have this life. When we got back to New York, Michael and | had a four way with 
Mark and Eric. It was one of those life changing experience. We all realized that Mark was a 
better match for me and Michael was a better match for Eric. A few weeks later Mark 
moved in with me and Michael moved in with Eric. 


About the same time Mark moved in, my promotion to partner was announced. The partners 
noticed me putting in many extra hours, taking on more responsibility and the quality of my 
work had improved. It was one hell of a night of heavy drinking for me with Mark and Todd 
by my side. The next day Mark and | did some heavy duty shopping. First we stopped at 
Tiffany’s and | bought myself a new Rolex to compliment my father’s. Our next stop was 
Brioni for a few new suits. 


A few weeks later we head to Chicago where Mark meets mom. We stay there a few day 
with her, then head into the city to hang out and take in the gay scene. We make the trek up 
to Noquebay Lake for that week’s vacation | never took. One morning | get up early and take 
a walk by myself to the lake. | stop at the edge of my brother’s resting spot to update him. 


“How’s it going bro? Things are great here, couldn’t have worked out any better. I’m now 
partner, Mark asked me to marry him and | said yes. We’re planning a spring wedding and 
honeymoon in Hawaii. Life couldn’t be better. Thanks for everything.” 


